Chapter XXVII

SEPTEMBER 30  (FRIDAY)

As on the previous morning, the telephone woke me, though
much earlier this time. Professor N-----was calling.

"Did I wake you?" he said.

"Yes; but it's all right."

" Sorry, but I thought I'd call you and ask you to come over/'

"Any important news?"

" Come over and I'll tell you."

I dressed quickly and hurried to his home. He was in his
study, as on the day before, clean-shaven, hair combed, well
dressed, and his rather immaculate appearance was reassuring.

" Read this," he said, handing me a typewritten manuscript. It
was a copy of a German broadcast of the Munich agreement which
the four men, who had met in Munich to decide the fate of Czecho-
slovakia, had signed. The more I read, the darker everything
seemed. Here I had been assuring, not only myself, but all my
Czech friends, including my present host, that after Godesberg
Czechoslovakia had won back her lost allies, France and England;
I had maintained that Hitler had summoned the conference in
Munich, not to have his will fulfilled, but to yield to the pressure
of the mobilized Czech Army, the mobilized French Army, the
mobilized British fleet and outraged public opinion all over the
world, except in the few Fascist countries. And here was an
account of Hitler's victory. . . .

On finishing the first page I looked up and wanted to say,
"This is incredible!" The professor stopped me: "Read on, to
the very end and then we'll talk."

I finished reading the manuscript and couldn't say a word. So
the " General" had been right all along!

" What did I tell you yesterday?" said the professor.

I made no answer.

" Consider only one of the conditions: seven days at most in
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